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April’s Graduation

By Kylie Gable and Diane Callaway

 

Paul had gotten smarter, of course. April noticed in some ways and thought that was his point.  She had to admit it—Paul got smart in a lot of ways. Ever since the girls had completely humiliated him at prom,  Paul  avoided  the  group  of  friends.  He  got  so  good  at  hiding that he practically disappeared. April and the girls talked about him and  where  he  was  numerous  times.  They  could  have  hunted  him down and dragged him back into their circle of fun but, after several discussions,  the  posse  decided  to  let  him  get  comfortable  with hiding.  Paul  had  to  know  they  couldn’t  just  let  graduation  pass  by without having one last sendoff. The girls and Paul had been through so many adventures together, and everyone was getting ready to go off  to  start  their  adult  lives.  All  those  times  when  the  girls  had dressed  Paul  up  and  taught  him  how  to  put  on  his  makeup.  Those memories  were  unique  to  the  girls.  April  smiled  and  thought  he would not want to just disappear without one last evening of having them  turn  him  into  their  sissy.  April  was  sure  Paul  wanted  them  to give  him  something  to  remember.  It  would  be  sad  if  Paul  left  this town and forgot all those feminization adventures.

Now,  it  was  pretty  evident  to  April  that  he  wouldn’t  go anywhere  alone  with  Cheryl  or  Teri.  They  can  get  intense sometimes, and maybe they pushed a few scenarios beyond where they  should  have.  While  April  enjoyed  every  second  everyone  has spent  in  each  other’s  company,  she  did  not  think  he  felt  the  same way  about  her.  The  girls’  plans  would  go  a  lot  smoother  if  only  he would come to them. April did not envision Paul and her becoming friends forever, and the only way she could get him alone would be if she hogtied her sissy and pulled him on a leash. Her mind wandered to when she had been down at the pet store the other day. They had a  large  pink  leather  collar  lined  with  soft  off-white  fur.  It  was  not made like the other collars – this one had a beautiful large brass ring in  the  front  and  had  Princess  written  in  gold  letters.  She  almost purchased it for their pretty sissy. Paul would look like such a pretty princess, especially if she bought the matching leash which said, ‘My Pretty.’  The  more  she  fantasized  about  him  under  that  type  of control, the better the idea. Hmm, maybe she and the girls would call that plan B.

April needed to get him alone with all the girls, and it seemed like that would never happen. After class, Paul would be the first out the door and the first into the next class. For over a week the girls chased him down the hall as he ran in terror. Paul started coming to school  an  hour  or  more  before  the  day  was  to  start.  When  the  last bell rang, he could not be found. April still did not know how he was getting home. That little sports car of his was never on campus, and whenever she drove by it was always in the same spot. April knew she should take joy in the thought of how much control they now had over him; instead, everyone in the group was frustrated at the lack of interaction. If any of their plans were going to work, then he had to be alone in the same room with the girls. April ran through all his guy friends,  but  none  of  them  even  liked  the  girls,  so  getting  to  Paul through them was not an option.  

The other girls in school were all scared of them. April was not sure why they felt this way – it is not like they had feminized all their boyfriends.  Yes,  her  girls  had  turned  most  of  them  into  whimpering specimens but, still, that was no reason for them to be so rude. Then she  thought  about  Lauren.  Dear  sweet  Lauren  was  kind  of  a  cute girl, she was such a meek little mouse. Lauren was one of those girls that  never  got  anything  below  a  B  in  any  class.  She  could  be beautiful,  if  she  only  learned  how  to  do  her  hair  and  makeup  and learned to dress sexy. April did not think she had ever dated a guy the  whole  time  they  had  been  in  school  together.  Paul  had  quite  a crush on her, and probably would have had a chance to hook up with her  if  only  he  would  have  made  a  move  to  ask  her  out.  All  he  did, though, was watch Lauren from across the room with big puppy dog eyes.  Hmm,  April  wondered  what  happened  to  his  confidence  and guessed someone could say the girls and her destroyed that part of him. She felt an evil smile spread across her face when she thought about how submissive he had become under their guidance.  

Lauren owed her a huge favor – she had been her protector when the girl was in a bad spot. About a month ago, April heard girls yelling  in  the  locker  room.  She  could  not  make  out  everything  they were saying but could hear someone begging for them to stop. She had no issues with turning men into sissies, but women being mean to  each  other  was  not  something  to  walk  away  from.  Some  of  the mean girls had started picking on Lauren because she was such an easy  target.  Lauren  was  huddled  between  the  wooden  bench  and the  lockers  with  the  cheerleaders  standing  over  her.  She  had  her head covered with her hands and they were pulling on her hair and teasing  her  about  how  ugly  she  was.  April  stood  there  for  a  few minutes while she made her decision on how she wanted to handle these  mean,  nasty  girls.  The  ring  leader  was  the  captain  of  the cheerleading team, and April knew all her dirty secrets. She walked up  and  whispered  in  her  ear,  “If  this  does  not  stop  right  now,  I  will ruin your reputation before we come back on Monday. You and your girls will leave Lauren alone, or you and I will have a major problem.” April smiled, and the captain went white before she went pale. That seemed to do the trick, and Lauren was incredibly grateful.

After that incident, April decided to talk to the girls and they decided  to  use  Lauren  to  bring  Paul  back  around.  She  had  no friends, so it should be easy for the girls to bring her into the circle. It was late in the afternoon when they found her studying for her finals. It was easy to approach her in the library and let her know what they wanted her to do. She wasn’t thrilled, because any kind of seduction was  out  of  her  comfort  zone,  but  she  agreed  to  do  it  for  April.  Of course, the girls might not have been honest about their motive. April strongly suggested it was for Paul’s own good. Lauren was shocked that  he  thought  she  was  cute;  it  took  some  convincing  before  she believed the girls were being honest.  

The  next  day,  all  the  girls  met  with  her  about  half  an  hour before  school  started.  She  was  a  completely  different  girl.  Lauren had never used heat or chemicals on her hair so, after they got it out of that ponytail, it had been effortless to style. As for makeup, it did not take much to take her from glum to glamorous. Paul was already in class, and April sat at the back, so she could watch the expression on his face when Lauren walked in. April thought he would drool all over  the  floor.  It  was  hilarious  to  know  that  she  had  him  exactly where  she  wanted  him  to  be.  Lauren  even  started  to  enjoy  flirting with  Paul  throughout  the  next  couple  of  days,  and  she  became intoxicated with the power of having him follow her around. The girls stopped chasing him. Paul was so into Lauren, he failed to notice he was  no  longer  worried  about  April  and  her  friends.  All  the  girls  met early in the morning at April’s place on the day of graduation. They took their time with Lauren’s makeup and hair. It had to be perfect, but she also needed to be able to wear her cap.  

The day of graduation was such a pain. They all made sure to get  to  the  school  early,  and  even  then  it  was  already  packed  with friends and family. The administration was so nervous about things being messed up that graduates were supposed to assemble in the gym  in  their  caps  and  gowns  a  full  two  hours  before  the  stupid ceremony was even supposed to start. Paul was standing in a corner talking  to  his  lame  little  friends  when  Lauren  walked  by.  She  wore five-inch  heels  and  a  short  skirt  that  was  borderline  of  outside  the rules. She had a pretty, soft blouse that clung to her skin. Lauren’s nipples were sticking way out, and Paul stared at them.  

“Hey  guys,  do  any  of  you  have  an  extra  cap?  I  think  I  left mine in the library and I’ll be so embarrassed if I’m the only one at graduation  walking  down  the  aisle  without  a  cap  on  my  head,”  she asked.  April  was  hiding  in  the  corner  with  her  lab  partner  from Biology. Paul either could not see her or failed to pay attention, but she  could  see  him.  April  could  tell  that  he  would  not  miss  this opportunity  to  be  alone  with  Lauren,  even  if  Paul  only  thought  it would be for a few minutes.  

“Yeah, that would stink,” said one of his insignificant friends.

“I’ll tell you what,” Paul said, taking the bait. “I’ll take you up to the  library,  and  we  can  look  around  for  it.  I’m  sure  we’ll  find  your cap.”  

“Oh, would you? That would be great,” gushed Lauren. April had to admit, she probably couldn’t have played it any better.  

While Paul and Lauren were discussing how to make their get away from the prying eyes, April slipped out the side door and took the  back  stairs  up  to  the  library  where  the  other  girls  were  waiting. The  friends  struggled  to  control  their  laughter  at  getting  their  sissy where  they  wanted  him.  All  the  girls  were  shocked  at  how  quickly Lauren picked up the art of flirting. April could hear her heels on the hard floor as she and Paul discussed their plans after graduation. Of course, April was in the library, hiding with Brandi, Cheryl, and Teri. They heard him talking with Lauren as they entered the room. Paul was  bragging  about  how  he  would  finally  be  rid  of  this  town  and certain  people  in  it.  “I  find  the  people  here  really  sweet,”  Lauren replied. The girls had placed her green graduation cap right on the furthest table in the library. It took their sissy a few moments to find it, but he was delighted in being the hero.  

“There it is!” Paul exclaimed feeling every bit the white knight. Little  did  he  know,  April  and  her  friends  would  soon  be  turning  him into a damsel in distress.

Paul  walked  over  to  grab  the  cap.  “Lauren,  I  have  always wanted to have a moment to talk to you. I know I should have asked you out, but I was too shy.” The girls came out of our hiding space between a couple of bookshelves. Paul’s back was towards April and the others as he talked to Lauren. “If you do not have anything going on this weekend…” His voice trailed off because he was shocked by the feel of April’s hands on his arms. The distraction of him trying to get Lauren to go to a party allowed the girls to pounce. They needed the  element  of  surprise  if  April’s  plan  was  going  to  work,  so  his feeble  attempt  of  his  to  ask  someone  on  a  date  had  worked  out perfectly.  Paul  was  not  even  aware  that  it  was  April  and  the  other girls  were  there  until  she  pushed  him  down  into  one  of  the  chairs. The  girls  had  gone  to  the  local  hardware  store  to  buy  some  Velcro straps it kept them from having to tie him down.

Cheryl  and  Teri  worked  quickly  on  Paul’s  arms.  In  a  few seconds  he  was  cinched  down  to  the  old  oak  chair.  The  solid wooden library chairs were perfect for holding him because they had sturdy arms and legs. The two girls pushed his legs flush against the wood  and  cinched  those  ankles  tight.  “What  the  Hell?!”  Paul exclaimed. It was always so cute the way his eyes bulged, and how he flushed. “I don’t understand why you are doing this to me! I can’t be  up  here.  We  just  came  to  get  her  graduation  hat.  I  have  to  get back downstairs,” Paul whined.  

Lauren grabbed her cap, pulled it on, then tilted it down like Audrey  Hepburn  in  Breakfast  at  Tiffany’s.  The  girls  laughed  at  her silliness. “Do you not find her cute?” April sarcastically asked.  

“Let me go!” Paul demanded.

“Hello, sissy,” April said. “Happy graduation day. The girls and I  have  missed  you.  We  talk  all  the  time  about  the  adventures.  You have been avoiding us, sissy, that is not very nice of you. If we did not know better, we would think you were rude.”

“Wh-what are you doing?” he stammered.

“I should think that would be obvious by now,” she purred as she motioned to the bright red dress that would fit tight on his body. The outfit that took hours of shopping and discussion hung from one of  the  bookshelves.  April  had  chosen  to  hang  it  off  the  shelf  that housed  all  the  books  on  women’s  rights.  She  did  it  because  she knew it was dramatic. April enjoyed the flair. On the vast oak table in front  of  Paul  sat  the  familiar  tackle  box  full  of  makeup.  All  the  girls enjoyed  the  looks  that  passed  across  his  face  as  April  began spreading out all the tools to make their sissy girly.

The tackle box was the original caboodles the girls took him shopping for so many months ago.  They had spent an hour in the store  to  choose  the  perfect  pink  box  that  would  hold  all  the instruments  of  torture  for  their  sissy.  Of  course,  they  never  called them tools of pain – that was Paul’s term. After they’d picked out his box, Teri came up with the idea of stopping by the hobby shop and picking up letters made of sequins. April had traced the letters that spelled out Sissy with her manicured fingers.  

“Do you like the new addition to your box? I think it is perfect for you,” she laughed. Inside his box there were brushes that each of them  had  donated  to  his  sissy  cause.  The  makeup  was  bought  for him.  It  was  bittersweet  thinking  about  the  trips,  finding  the  right shades  to  create  the  masterpiece  that  was  their  sissy.  For  all  the girls it was so much fun dragging Paul into the department stores, so the  ladies  could  match  his  skin  tone;  he  behaved  in  typical  fashion complained about everything. “Do you remember how we had to find the perfect shade of foundation to cover up that tiny bit of peach fuzz on  your  face?  Or  how  about  when  we  bought  the  first  tube  of lipstick?” April taunted. Paul dropped his head in defeat – or maybe defiance. She laughed as she reached out and tapped his nose with her index finger. “Now, the box and all the contents will be used to make  you  perfect  for  the  ritual  of  starting  a  new  part  of  our  lives,” April sighed.  

“But, it’s a graduation,” Paul protested.

“Think of this as your big send-off,” said Teri. Brandi stepped up  and  put  her  hand  on  your  heaving  shoulder,  “Darling,  we  could not walk away from this important event without giving you a proper sissy send-off.”  

“What about my parents? I can’t have them find out all those weekend nights were not me going on dates. They think I have a real girlfriend. Please, let me go,” Paul begged.  

Cheryl kneeled in front of him. “Should we girls? I mean, it is his graduation and all.” When she stood up, she winked at them all, and  the  laughter  started.  “Of  course,  we  would  never  let  you  go, sissy,” April stated.

“Thanks, Lauren, you delivered him perfectly. You can go now, if you want,” April said, deciding that Paul was entirely secure in that chair now that her friends were finishing securing their binding work. Teri  had  found  a  long  Velcro  binding  that  now  encircled  Paul’s midsection.  

“I’d kind of like to stick around, if I could,” said Lauren, much to everyone’s surprise.

“How could you, Lauren?” Paul cried out. “I thought you were a nice girl.”

“Yeah, I’m kind of tired of being a nice girl. Nice girls do not get  asked  out  or  go  to  parties.  Being  a  nice  girl  is  way  overrated,” said Lauren.  

“Stick with me,” April said. “I think we can change that image of yours.” She gave her a half hug and squealed with delight.

“We will have so much fun with your makeover, sissy. Lauren is new to turning boys into sissies, so we will be nice to her. You are the perfect one to start her education – that girly face of yours takes makeup well. Unfortunately, we are limited on time, but we can make the most of it.” April reached into the bottom of the makeup kit and pulled  out  two  boxes  that  she  handed  to  Lauren.  Then,  out  of  the magic box, April retrieved a bottle of nail polish. “Lauren, you will be painting our sissy’s nails today. It is a great place for you to start, and with  him  secured  to  the  chair,  the  task  is  easy,”  she  explained. Lauren  eagerly  took  the  boxes  and  examined  the  extensions  they were clear. April had bought them without any color to make sure the final color matched Paul’s outfit. Lauren was reading the instructions while Teri took off her shoes and socks.

"Oh, these are so easy. You just peel and stick them. Had I known  I  could  have  long  nails  with  so  little  fuss  I  would  have  done this  for  myself  a  long  time  ago,”  Lauren  laughed.  She  took  out  the nails and chose the correct size for each finger. April dug around in the  sissy  box  to  find  the  nail  file.  When  Lauren  took  it  from  her  to finish shaping the extensions, she winked at the evil deed they were doing. Lauren worked quickly to put each nail on with a dramatic flair. When April revealed the color of sissy’s polish, all the girls clapped their hands in delight. Lauren took the bottle and started to roll it in the palm of her hands. “This is a perfect color. It will match the dress. Thank you for involving me in this. What a great time,” she said. April felt she genuinely seemed to enjoy this process, especially when she found out the nail extensions were to be painted fire engine red.

Lauren squatted down to remove his socks and shoes. It was easy  to  tell  those  toenails  had  been  painted  before  because  Paul had not removed the old color. After a few swipes of the cotton ball she  could  start  to  paint  each  nail  to  match  his  hands.  None  of  this had to be perfect; the ceremony would only last two hours. She still put two coats on each nail. “I like how it gets darker with each coat. Too bad I can only do two coats of polish,” she sighed in frustration.  

All the girls did their own thing for one last time in their high school  lives.  It  was  a  bittersweet  moment  for  them,  and  a  new adventure  for  Lauren.  Brandi  worked  on  sissy’s  hair;  usually,  she would take her time, but they had to work quickly. Most of the staff would  be  preoccupied  with  all  the  posh  and  circumstance,  but  the girls  were  taking  a  risk.  With  the  mortarboard  on  Paul’s  head,  only the back would be seen, which made the hairstyle choice a bit easier for her. Brandi took out her battery-powered curling iron. It heated up quickly. She put soft curls across the back. Most of the girls could do their  hair  with  enough  time,  but  Brandi  was  a  genius  with  a  bit  for freeze  spray  and  her  fingers.  Sissy’s  curls  turned  out  nice  in  just  a few minutes.    

April insisted on doing his eye makeup. She didn’t want him to have smoky eyes that would be too obvious and might cause issues if  all  the  staff  noticed.  The  whole  fun  of  this  was  humiliating  him, making  him  pass  as  a  woman,  without  everyone  taking  note  and stopping  the  event  and  their  enjoyment.  In  the  past,  she  had  used very  dark  makeup  to  make  his  features  appear  more  feminine  but, today, she went for a much lighter palette with pinks and gold. The look  would  catch  the  natural  light  while  it  brought  out  Paul’s  more sissy  features.    April  had  a  pair  of  false  eyelashes  that  she purchased just for this occasion. Paul squirmed as she glued them on, but one thing about all the friends, they knew how to bind a sissy. Paul  was  not  going  anywhere,  no  matter  how  hard  he  struggled. April had to hold the false eyelashes for a few seconds to allow the glue time to dry. Instead of using a dark black eyeliner, she wanted a soft brown gold color to make his eyes pop. “You will want to be very still while I curl your eyelashes to apply your mascara. It would be a bad day to have mascara in your eye. I want to make you pretty and getting  stuck  in  the  eye  with  the  wand  would  not  make  you  pretty,” April  teased.  Paul  took  the  big,  bold  hint  and  sat  extra  still  for  her. “See?  When  you  are  cooperative  things  go  a  lot  easier  for everyone,”  she  said.  He  looked  up  at  her  and  snarled.  The  girls laughed at his childish behavior.  

Brandi laughed. “Do I need to get the rolled-up newspaper to smack  him  on  the  nose?”  Lauren  found  that  extra  hilarious.  She started to snort out her nose. That set all girls to laughing again. Paul hung his head and sat there, defeated.

Cheryl pulled a brand-new bottle of lipstick out of her purse, “I know  it  seems  silly,  but  I  wanted  sissy  to  have  a  special  color  to remember  this  day.”  April  handed  her  a  lip  liner  that  was  just  a  bit darker  than  the  lipstick.  Cheryl  spent  the  next  several  moments outlining sissy’s lips, and then she took out a lip-brush so she could fill  in  the  outline.  They  all  stopped  what  they  were  doing  to  admire her work. Paul had a pouty mouth that was not overdone.  

Teri had brought a bottle of shaving gel, a razor, and a wet washcloth.  She  shoved  his  pants  up  to  his  thighs.  The  gel  smelled like  raspberries  and  it  filled  the  corner  they  were  in.  It  did  not  take her long to smear the white bubbles all over Paul’s legs and thighs. April  had  never  thought  of  shaving  her  legs  with  just  the  stuff  Teri brought;  April  thought  it  was  ingenious  of  her  to  figure  all  that  out. Teri put his left leg on her shoulder while she shaved off all the hair he’d  let  grow  out  in  defiance.  It  only  took  a  few  minutes  for  her  to shave his legs completely smooth. “I really should do his armpits, but we do not have the time. Sissy, you got off easy with just your legs today,” she teased.  

By this point, he was just repeating, “Please,” and they were no longer listening.  

“The only way you are going to get out of this is by walking across the stage,” Cheryl laughed.  

Instead  of  putting  him  in  a  full  pair  of  pantyhose,  April  had picked  up  some  thick  thigh-highs.  They  slipped  on  easily  without having to completely undo his bindings and demand his cooperation. Lauren reached over and ran her fingers up his leg, now covered in the silky material. “I will let you do anything you want this weekend, girls, if you please let me dress like a normal man for the ceremony,” Paul begged.  

Teri laughed, “Sissy, I guess you should have thought of that before  you  hid  from  us  for  weeks.  It  is  not  like  any  of  us  can  trust your word. Besides, we are having too much fun to let you go now.”   

The  girls  certainly  did  the  works  on  him—full  makeup, feminine hairstyle, painted fingers and toes, open-toed heels to show off  his  pretty  polish,  bra,  panties,  and  heels,  and  a  very  sexy  red bodycon  dress  that  most  of  the  girls  graduating  with  Paul  would probably  be  very  jealous  of.  To  April,  the  funny  thing  was  that  he probably had a lot more experience walking in heels than the other girls  did.  Regular  girls  only  wore  heels  on  special  occasions.  Paul, on the other hand, had worn them every weekend – until he hid from them.  

“So  how  do  we  keep  him  in  line  during  the  graduation?” asked Teri. “You know he’ll run.”

“I thought of that,” April said. “We can’t exactly keep him tied up, but you’re close enough to him in the alphabet, Brandi, to keep an eye on him.”

“You can tie him up,” suggested Lauren.

“Wouldn’t everybody see that?” she asked.

“Well, if you tied his upper thighs together you could reduce him  to  small  mincing  steps,  and  if  you  tied  his  upper  arms  to  his sides,  he  could  still  take  his  diploma  and  shake  hands,  but  he couldn’t  put  up  much  of  a  resistance.  You  could  hide  it  under  his gown, I mean if you wanted to.”

“That’s brilliant, Lauren,” April said. She never knew Lauren had this side to her.

Teri  pulled  out  an  extra  pair  of  pantyhose  and  then  Brandi found  a  pair  in  her  purse  that  she  had  gotten  a  run  in  a  few  days prior. The girls ran the hose under his dress and tied the pantyhose feet  to  his  biceps.  The  they  pulled  the  knots  tighter,  making  it impossible  for  sissy  to  untie  them.  He  had  just  enough  room  to shake  hands  and  receive  his  diploma.  Next,  the  girls  pulled  up  his tight  dress  and  wrapped  the  hose  around  Paul’s  thighs.  The  girls made  sure  to  tie  them  tight,  so  he  could  not  wiggle  them  all  down. They had him do a test walk with his legs bound it gave him a sexy shuffle. Lauren’s idea worked out perfectly, and there was no way he could  get  out  without  the  aid  of  scissors  or  a  knife.  A  few  more touches to sissy’s makeup; every girl needs a bit of powder to keep the sheen off. Brandi scrunched his locks in her fingers one last time then  sprayed  him  down  with  hair  spray.  The  girls  were  all  ready  to join the crowd downstairs, even the noise coming up the stairs had increased. The auditorium would be packed entirely today, and Paul would be on display for all those people.   

In the cafeteria, where they had everyone staging for the big event, it was chaos. Their absence had not been noted by any of the staff.  April  and  the  girls  had  no  issues  slipping  back  into  line; everyone was nervous, so they were not gossiping anymore. It was easy  to  tell  Paul  was  terrified  of  his  friends  discovering  that  it  was him in the outfit. All the girls kept winking at each other and laughing at his discomfort. Paul tried to hide in the crowd by stepping close to the people around him, but no one paid attention; they were all too busy  with  their  anxiety.  The  school  had  over  two  thousand  people who would be graduating in batches, so there was a break between groups and the girls would be walking across the stage with Paul in the last batch. The group would all be together except for Cyndi; her last name was in another group. April liked that she could watch the crowd of people when sissy walked across the stage. She wondered how  they  would  take  the  confusion  of  one  name  and  seeing  the opposite sex.   

Paul’s  bright  shoes  peeked  out  from  under  the  black  gown that  everyone  wore  when  he  shuffled  around  and  the  red  dress showed. Most of the girls recognized his dress; April could tell they were envious. It did not matter to the females in the room who was wearing  that  dress,  they  all  wanted  it,  and  wanted  for  it  to  look  on them in the same way it did on Paul. The hemline told the story of what  dress  he  had.  April  kept  laughing  as  he  smoothed  down  the black  material  to  attempt  to  make  it  longer.  A  few  of  the  guys watched  Paul.  One  of  them  even  winked.  The  girls  laughed  as  he blushed  when  one  of  the  football  players  blew  him  a  kiss.  Paul looked  so  grateful  when  the  music  started,  and  the  first  group shuffled out onto the stage. April could tell his feet had started to hurt from the high heels; it was wrong of her, but she liked his discomfort. There was no sitting down; all the tables were in storage against the walls.  She  leaned  in  to  whisper  in  his  ear.  “Every  girl  in  this  room with high heels on has hurt feet, so stop fidgeting.” Paul blushed and bit his lip, but stood still for a bit.   

To  anybody  at  the  graduation,  Paul  didn’t  look  any  different than  any  of  the  other  girls  walking  down  the  aisle  in  their  cap  and gown,  but  the  girls  knew  the  truth,  didn’t  they?  Paul  stood  there, uncomfortable,  trying  to  find  a  way  out  of  this  situation.  Everything was in motion. All he could do was shuffle up to the stage and then try and make it across without falling on his face. April could see the tears well up in those eyes. She thought back to the time he cried all his make-up off, and how they had punished him for doing so. Paul glanced up, and April caught his eye with a stern look. His point was made  without  screaming.  A  ragged  breath  and  a  dab  of  the  corner crease  betrayed  his  self-composure.  It  was  hard  for  Paul  to  dab  at the tears because of the pantyhose cage that restrained him, and he had to duck his head and bend at the waist to meet his hands. The binds that kept Paul’s hands close made him stand up extra straight with heels and his stature caused him to tower over the other girls in the room. Lauren’s idea worked, just as she had planned. At least he could  not  run  away.  For  a  brief  moment,  April  thought  about  him making  a  scene  to  attract  attention.  They  were  lucky  because  his humiliation  bound  his  mouth.  Even  if  Paul  wanted  to  fuss  to someone, April knew everyone would be talking about the situation. Paul could only move his feet about six inches at a time because of the  hose.  Lauren’s  idea  for  limited  bondage  worked  perfectly.  April wished the rest of them had thought of it before graduation, then the girls  could  have  taken  him  to  the  mall  every  weekend  with  the ingenious contraption.  

The announcer called names quickly; the girls did not stand in one spot very long. Teri whispered, “I will be sad to see our sissy go after today. There were so many plans I had for him, and now it is all over.”  April  reached  down  and  squeezed  her  hand  as  they  hugged each other; the physical touch was rewarded with the Vice Principal’s stern interjection.  

“You girls know that hugging is not allowed by the policy of the  school.”  Teri  and  April  both  laughed  at  the  absurdity  of  Paul being all dressed up, and them getting fussed at for a simple hug.  

Brandi whispered, “No hugging girls, but tying a fellow student to the chair and making him wear a dress, that is a different story.” Even  though  the  girls  tried  to  control  it,  their  laughter  was  out  of control, and April knew she was going to miss these girls after today. Paul’s  name  was  called  and  that  brought  everyone  back  into  the focus  of  the  plan.  Paul  stepped  up,  and  onto  the  stage,  April squinted to overcome the lights and saw his mom and dad.   

Paul’s parents were so confused when they called his name and  a  young  woman  came  up  to  grab  the  diploma,  her  pantyhose and heels visible underneath her gown, the soft flowing waves of her hair sticking out the back of the cap. They stood up and clapped, but clearly were not sure if there had been an issue with the ceremony. The  confused  principal  was  dumbfounded  when  Paul  reached  out with  his  pretty  manicured  hand  to  take  the  diploma  from  him.  Paul and he both shook hands though he had to step closer to them than the other students had. He raised his eyebrow and shook his head, then laughed under his breath. Everybody there must have assumed there was some sort of clerical error responsible for a girl going up when it was his turn to take a diploma. Graduation was so much fun, and  Paul  was  such  a  big  part!  After  he  walked  across  the  stage, Cheryl traded places in order to be able to sit beside him. Everyone was watching the ceremony and that allowed her to reach down and strap his ankles to the chair. With his hands bound to his side, there was no way he could undo himself. The look of panic on his face told the girls what they needed to know.  

Paul sat in the chair until the last name was called and had it not been for the binding, he would have bolted for the door. Cheryl reached down and, with a flick of her wrist, he was free and trying to make  his  way  out  of  the  room  quickly.  Lauren  stepped  in  his  path; she gave him a huge hug, or that was what everyone thought. She held  Paul  tightly  until  April  could  make  my  way  through  the  crowd. “Please, let me out of this. We can run to the bathroom and I will be naked under my gown,” he begged. Lauren took out a little penknife. With  the  rest  of  the  girls  surrounding  him,  she  cut  through  the pantyhose releasing his arms. Teri reached down, pulled up the right side of his gown just enough that Lauren could cut through that side. Brandi spun him around so she could give him a hug while Lauren made quick work of the pantyhose tied around his left leg. April could see his parents making their way through the crowd, trying to figure out where he was, and wondering how they missed him during the ceremony.

“We  can’t  leave  them  waiting  that  would  be  rude,”  she laughed.  

The girls were kind enough to take the pantyhose off before he met his parents, but that was all the girls took off. April reached down and grabbed his hand. He tried to dig his heels into the floor, but  her  initial  momentum  pulled  him  behind  her.  She  walked  him over to their smiling faces. His mother’s face shifted from all smiles to the confusion the closer they got. April hugged her tight while his father asked, “Son, why are you wearing makeup?” April could have stuck  around  to  make  excuses  for  him,  or  to  give  that  story credibility. April knew it would be an awkward conversation, trying to convince  his  parents  that  the  cross-dressing  was  just  some  kind  of senior prank.  

As April slowly drifted off to find her own mother, she could hear  him  stammer,  “Oh,  Dad,  it  is  nothing.  Just  some  of  the  guys thought it would be fun to mess with the staff.”  

April could not imagine they bought the ridiculous lie, but Paul tried hard to make it plausible. His mother cried out, “But what about your pictures? You are going to have all that on. I have to send them to your grandparents because they could not be here today.” Brandi laughed as he made several excuses in an attempt to calm his mom down.  

Teri used the confusion of the moment to walk up to Paul and announce,  “Don’t  forget,  we  have  several  parties  to  attend  this weekend. We would not want you to miss out on the fun part of this life  moment.”  His  father  glared  at  the  intrusion.  He  was  confused about the whole thing. At least sissy could finally relax, knowing the group of girls wouldn’t torture him anymore…

Until the graduation parties began that weekend.

 

THE END
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